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	1. You Found Me

Journal Entry 42; 01/5/XX

_My assistant fell down today. Roslyn took her own life right in front of me._

_It was disheartening. She couldn't handle our experiments. What we do, we do for the good of all monster kind. I suppose, in the end, her Kindness soul overwhelmed her, and she desired nothing more than to absolve herself of the sins crawling down her back._

_In the positives, Roslyn ending her own life in front of me gave me a chance to save her soul. Being one of the few Boss monsters outside the royal family, Roslyn's soul lingered for a precious few seconds after her body turned to dust. I managed to grab one of the syringes of Determination I had ready for S-1's injection today and stick it before it could disappear._

_That was three hours ago. It remains intact. I have decided to monitor it closely and continue to administer injections as needed. I do not know what to do with a monster soul, but it's an opportunity I will likely not get again._

_I returned Roslyn's dust to her younger sister, Nikita, with my sincere condolences. I told her I didn't know why she'd done it._

_Journal Entry 67; 05/7/XX_

_I found a human in my lab today! They were unconscious, and heavily injured. I honestly have no clue how they got here. I checked the cameras, but they only show an empty room, then static, then the human lying where I found them._

_I treated their injuries. It turns out that they were an extremely small female. She could be anywhere between three and five years of age._

_When I pulled out her soul, I was shocked. It was mangled, practically falling apart at the seams. A quick test made me realize that the only reason she was even still alive was because her soul type is red- Determination._

_I would turn her over to the king, but her soul will be useless to him. If it even survives the journey._

_I will take this opportunity to test out a theory..._

_Journal Entry 68; 05/10/XX_

_Success! I managed to graft the remains of Roslyn's soul to the human's. She has not woken up yet, as I have been keeping her sedated._

_I made a plate for her. When I inspected her wrist, I discovered she was wearing a bracelet with what was presumably her name and address engraved into it. The name was 'Frisk Seraphee'. An odd name by human standards, but that no longer matters. She will be WDG-3 F from now on. I installed the plate onto the back of her hand. There was quite a bit of blood and mess, and there's no doubt in my mind that she will be in a lot of pain if she wakes up before it heals fully._

_I am glad I kept her under, as after the first few hours with her new hybrid soul passed uneventfully, 3-F began to spasm and yell out in pain. She did not awaken, not even when the skin on her back burst open to allow her new appendages to spread and her very bones began to reshape to accommodate them._

_She grew wings before my eyes, and it was fascinating. They are red and gold, much like Roslyn's, however the red is a much brighter shade, almost the precise shade of the colored portions of her soul._

_The wings were not large enough to carry her weight, and the feathers, once cleaned of blood, were revealed to be small and downy. Over the next three days her body continued to shift and change, often accompanied by her spasming against the straps I secured her to the medical table with and screaming despite her unconscious state. I can only imagine the noise she'd be making if she weren't sedated and on painkillers._

_Today, three days after it began, the growth seems to have stopped. Her new wings are now a bit larger than when they first grew out of her back, and they appear to be fledging properly, with most of the primary feathers fully grown. I have little doubt that the wings will grow larger as she ages, but for now they could probably take her slight weight._

_Other notable changes are patches of feathers growing on parts of her skin, particularly her wrists, ankles, and among her hair. These are still fluffy and downy, however I have noticed the ones in her hair seem to glow in the darkness of the lab. In addition, her weight has changed. Despite the addition of her new appendages, she weighs almost forty pounds less than when I measured her upon her arrival. I believe that, somehow, the composition of her bones and potentially her organs may have changed. It's a test for another day. Her back has the most interesting changes, however. Upon cleaning the blood off of her, I discovered that her ribs have literally changed shape, leaving large indents, for lack of a better word, in her back. Her wings are joined to her body at her spine, and I hypothesize that Subject F-3 will be able to fold them to fit into those depressed areas on either side of it._

_It's quite fascinating._

_I will wait a day or so to be certain the changes have stopped before bringing Subject S-1 in to help heal her hand and the wounds on her back. I have a plan to both keep him from becoming hostile and to potentially begin to create the same emotional bonds between S-1 and F-3 (and P-2 and F-3) that serve me so well with S-1 and P-2._
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S-1 followed the Doctor down the hall to the operation room with a heavy soul. He really didn't want to deal with this today, not when his brother was still recovering from the last time he was in here. It would be a lot harder to calm P down if S was recovering from something.

When they entered the room, S was shocked to see something already lying on the table.

It was... Um. It kind of was shaped like he and P, except it was a different color, and it was like it had... Stuff... Around its bones. And it had a pair of big red and yellow things lying on its back. They looked similar to the things on Miss Roslyn's back. It was strapped to the table, lying on its front. There was a shock of brown stuff on its head for some reason.

"w-what's that?" He asked the Doctor quietly. He didn't want to upset the man and earn a punishment, but the Thing was so strange, and there had to be a reason for the Doctor showing it to him, right?

"She used to be a human, but now she is something entirely new." The Doctor answered simply. "I had to take Miss Roslyn's soul and mix it with hers to keep her alive. She is Subject F-3, and, so long as things go to plan, she will be your new sister."

Sister? What was that? His confusion must have shown on his face, because the Doctor continued, "A sister is a brother, but female. She would be your sister, while you and 2-P would be her brothers."

S absorbed that, looking at the not-human.

"Your task is to heal her back and the area where I've installed her plate."

"yes, sir." Sans mumbled, walking over and lying a skeletal hand on her back. She was very warm. It was nice... Green magic surrounded his hand and he pumped it into the big sores at the base of the red and yellow things. He'd never seen anything like the open wounds, and he watched with interest as more of the pale-colored warm stuff replaced the dark red clotting.

He then walked to her right hand and took a look at her plate. It was just like his and P's, except that it had her designation instead of his own or P's. There was more clotted red peeking out from under it, and he found it made him feel unsettled to look at it. Quickly, he pumped more healing magic into it, and she seemed to untense a bit, despite being lucky enough to be under.

Once he was finished, the Doctor escorted him back to his and P's cell, locking him inside.

Immediately he headed over to the small body, pulling his brother into his lap and cooing to him. It hurt S to have to see his brother so afraid, with thick bandaging over both eyes. P was currently in his blaster form, as he'd been instructed not to shift until the Doctor removed the bandages.

"hey, p. i've got some news for you, bud." S cooed, stroking his brother's head. P made a noise to show he was listening.

"we're getting a sister. and a sister is like a brother but a female, like miss roslyn. she looked really weird, but she was warm when i touched her. i hope she likes us. the doctor said she used to be a human..." S spent most of the night speculating on what their new sister would be like, until P fell asleep and then he did, as well.
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_Journal Entry 70; 05/12/XX_

_I woke F-3 up. The first thing I did was interrogate her, to see what she remembers of how she got into my lab._

Apparently

_ whatever happened to her before she fell unconscious was enough to scramble her memory pretty badly, or perhaps it was the stress of having half her soul replaced. Either way, she consistently responded that she couldn't remember anything when questioned._

_When she first spoke, she'd seemed confused, and then quickly became horrified. When I questioned her, she responded that it wasn't 'right' then elaborated that 'it' was her voice. I do not understand her panic. I had to threaten her with punishment before she would speak again, however._

_I noted upon her arrival that her eyes were blue, however they seem to have become the same shade of red as her feathers. It makes me wonder what other small things have changed._

_She is rather cooperative, aside from the speaking issue, possibly because of her apparent memory loss, and accepted my brief explanation that she belonged to me, that I created her, and that I would be taking her to meet her brothers without so much as a blink._

_Time will tell if her behavior will change._

1234567890

"_Twinkle, twinkle, little star... How I wonder what you are. Up above the world so high, like a diamond in the sky. Twinkle twinkle little star, how I wonder what you are._"

P giggled and clapped his little hands together, and S smiled widely in F's direction. F blushed slightly, going quiet again, but she leaned against him and shut her eyes.

"f."

"Hmm?"

"what's a star?"

Her face scrunched up, and he wondered if he'd upset her.

"Stars are... Lights. In the sky, on the surface. Only when it's dark. They are very pretty. I don't remember a lot more than that, I'm sorry."

S nodded, snuggling into her side. One of her soft, warm wings came to wrap around him, while she brought P to lay on her chest. "good night, sister. i'll see you when the lights come on."

_Journal Entry 104; 09/18/XX_

_Today was the first time I set F-3 and S-1 into the combat simulator together. I am pleased with the results. They did a passable job fighting off the simulated foes, though I must note that F-3 still can not achieve liftoff without a sizable ledge to leap from. We will need to work on that. Her wings are her biggest advantage in a battle.__  
><em>  
>1234567890<p>

_Frisk._

_Her name is Frisk._

She'd lived elsewhere, once upon a time. A place where there were lovely lights in the dark sky and soft voices to sing her to sleep. Her memory was damaged, fragmented, but she still remembered.

_Her name is Frisk. She is five, going on six. The stars are lovely._

The faces and images are blurred and indistinct. They tumble over one another and give her a headache. So she keeps only the ones she needs. The stars. The name. The songs. They will stay with her. They have to.

"Someday, S," She cooed at her older brother. She still didn't like her voice. It doesn't fit, it was wrong. But S and P like it, and at the moment she was trying to soothe S. "I'll show you the stars. I promise."

P snuggled up to her side in blaster form. He was asleep and clinging to her gown in moments.

"we'd have to get out of here for that, f." S said dejectedly. There were bandages over one eye, and he had sizable cracks peeking out from under them. They will heal, hopefully, but she knew they hurt.

"I swear." She said with a little more force, pulling the skeleton closer. "There's got to be a way. There has to be." Her red eyes shone with Determination in the dark of their cell.

1234567890

_Journal Entry 109; 09/11/XX_

_F-3 has figured out a rather... Unorthodox method of taking flight from a standstill. I set her practicing in the room I have set up for her flight training while I took S-1 to the operation room for yet another attempt to fix his eye. When I returned, she was using Integrity magic to lift her own soul into the air and then drop, thus giving herself enough time to take off._

_She has never shown any sign of being capable of magic, let alone blue magic. Perhaps S-1 has been attempting to teach her?_

_As fortunate as her new abilities are, she will still have to figure out how to take off with a running start. Relying on steep drops is a bad habit to get into._

_Notably, both of her eyes and the increasingly large feathers in her hair turned dark blue when she was using dark blue magic.__  
><em>  
>1234567890<p>

"I just got so frustrated!" F tugged at one of the small, nearly invisible feathers on her wrist. "I can't take off from a running start! I don't know what it is!" Behind her, her wings twitched, prompting P to bat at them with one paw.

"so you just wanted to get into the air, then?"

"Yes. And the next thing I know, I'm just rising straight up!"

"can you do it again?"

She nodded, but then froze.

There was a thump out in the hall. Three heads whipped in that direction. P shifted back to his bipedal form and clung to S's side.

Out of the darkness of the lab, a small yellow dinosaur monster in a bright pink dress entered the room with a little device in her hand.

1234567890

_Journal Entry 114; 10/17/XX_

_My camera systems are acting up again. It's only happening at night so far, but I need to take a look. I wish I could just call a professional in, but that's the price of doing illegal things in your proverbial basement._

_In other news, I decided on a course of action for the communication issues I posed in Entry 113. If I force a soul bond between them, they'll be capable of non-verbal communication between the three of them without having to worry about what form the Blasters are in, or if F-3 is in one of her snits regarding her voice, or what the distance between them is._
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"H-Hi..."

Frisk gave a little wave, smiling wanly at Alphys. Papyrus was currently huddled into the corner of their cell, and Sans was drinking from their water bottle.

None of them were sure if they were happy or unhappy about the new intruders in their minds.

"D-did the Doctor do something new to you guys?"

Frisk frowned. "He kind of forced our souls to touch?"

Alphys gasped. "H-He made you B-bond?"

"i guess? we can hear each other in our heads."

"HEAR BROTHER N' SISTER, ALLIE!" Papyrus agreed.

"That... That's not okay! That's a violation of the very culmination of your being!"

"i'm going to pretend that i understood that."

Alphys sighed and dug a few sandwiches out of her bag.

"You are the _best_, Alphys." F said quietly as she took them from their friend.

"I'm working on a plan to get you out of here. I swear."
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_Journal Entry 137; 12/04/XX_

_F-3 used purple magic today. She was as shocked as I was._

_I had set her doing dark blue magic drills with S-1, and the pair of them had spent most of the day using Integrity magic to lift each other and the various objects in the room. I left the room for just a moment to take a call, and returned to find S-1 chasing F-3 around the testing chamber with one of the cushions they had been given to practice with. I was about to catch them with my own magic and punish them accordingly when Subject F-3 stopped short, her eyes beginning to glow with a violet light. Threads of purple magic crisscrossed through the room and S-1's soul turned purple and caught on one, leaving him incapable of chasing her further. She then spent the next five minutes in a state of panic, trying to figure out how to get him down safely._

_It originally shocked me when F-3 first used both Patience and Integrity magic a few months ago. As noted in the relevant Journal Entries (109, 111), I chalked it up at the time to her mimicking S-1 and P-2 and learning how to channel it from them._

_Now I am not so sure. Her soul type still reads as Determination subtype Kindness when scanned, and so I am mostly going off of speculation. Determination has never been recorded as a primary soul type in monsters, and it is an extremely rare subtype. Recent research from other scientists who have been studying soul magic indicate that a monster with a Determination subtype can occasionally manifest other traits, for example: a monster with one percent Bravery may still throw themselves in front of a stranger if they're determined enough, or a monster with minimal Perseverance may actually push through to the end of an arduous task despite their lack of steadfastness. I hypothesize that, under the right circumstances, and assuming the research is correct, F-3 may be capable of channeling every color of magic._

_For now, I will have her run drills with her newfound purple magic on P-2. S-1 is far to fragile for her to practice damaging attacks on._

_Side note: I broke all of the cameras trying to fix them. I'll have to purchase an entire new system. Joy._

_Journal Entry 138; 12/05/XX_

_I cannot believe this!_

_Somehow, they have escaped. All of my equipment is internally fried. There is no record of how they managed it, thanks to the downed cameras._

_I will have to locate them before they destroy everything I have worked for!_


	2. Set Fire To The Rain

Disclaimer: I don't own Undertale, Babyblasters was created by Spacegate, Handplates by Zarla, etc, etc...

1234567890

Three small figures trudged through the underground rain in the winding, sodden caverns of Waterfall.

They were children, all clearly under the age of ten, two boys and a girl. All three wore paper-thin hospital-style gowns in light green.

The eldest of the trio was a little skeleton, eight years of age, small and stout. He had large eye sockets and small white pupils that darted about in them warily. On his back, a small pink backpack stood out starkly in the gloom. He led the way through the caves with all the confidence of a tiny, fluffy kitten faced with a Rottweiler. In other words, he was absolutely terrified.

The middle child was a young girl, human at first glance. Clearly visible in the low-cut back of her gown, though, was a mass of red and gold feathers, matching the ones in her long, tangled hair and barely visible on her wrists and ankles. She was almost six now, but looked about four, small and slight as she was. She stumbled along through the knee-deep water after her companion, clutching the precious bundle in her arms to her chest.

That bundle was the third child, another skeleton and the youngest of the group. Though it was difficult to tell due to his age (around three), he was a bit lankier than his elder companion. He was clinging to the girl's wrist and the shoulder strap of her gown.

These three children were siblings in all the ways that mattered to them. And their journey had just begun.
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Frisk brushed some of her sodden hair out of her eyes, making an inarticulate noise of frustration. It was so _wet_ here!

Sans glanced back at her before speaking over their mental link. 'you okay?'

'My feathers are wet and they itch like _crazy_, I'm freezing my bum off while you two are perfectly fine, we're all hungry and dirty and tired... No, I'm not alright, but complaining won't help.' She responded irritably in the same manner.

Sans picked at the underside of his handplate with one boney finger. 'we'll find a place to stop soon. I was just hoping we could find some food, first, but it's not looking like that's gonna happen.'

'Tomorrow.' Frisk agreed with a sigh. 'We can give Paps something small from what Alphys gave us to keep him quiet, but we really should save that. There's not bound to be a lot.'

Sans nodded, pupils flicking back and forth as he searched for a safe, dry place for them to sleep.

Frisk, meanwhile, had a different issue. "Ah... Ah... _ACHOO_!" Her sneeze echoed through the caverns and was bounced back at them by the nearby blue flowers. Sans turned to look at her, concerned.

'Sorry. I seem to have the sneezles.' She rubbed her nose thoughtfully.

"there's a place." Sans gasped quietly, pointing over her shoulder. Frisk turned to see him looking at a hidden indent in the wall barely visible from this direction and not at all visible from where they had come. It was big enough for the three of them so long as the boys stayed in blaster form, and best of all it was at least a foot above the standing water and mostly protected from the seemingly-endless rain.

Frisk tapped Papyrus on the shoulder and he obediently shifted in her arms. She was always amazed at how much they shrank in this form. Where did all their bones even go? She patted him on the skull and he made a distinctly purr-like noise, making her giggle softly.

Frisk climbed into the indent in the wall first, setting Papyrus beside her head. Sans then shifted and jumped in, scrambling up the little edge to avoid falling back into the water, which was literally deeper than he was tall in this form. Sans cuddled up beside Frisk, both attempting to ignore how wet they were.

Frisk took the chance to tear a section off one of the sandwiches from Alphys's bag and give it to Papyrus. 'Here you go, baby bro.'

Pap made a noise of delight, happily shoving the whole chunk in his mouth.

Sans watched him with a genuinely pleased grin, then turned to Frisk.

'hey. hey sis.'

_Oh no. That's the tone he gets when..._

'water we going to do tomorrow?'

_When he's going to pun._

'Saaaaaans. How long have you been sitting on that?!'

'a while. knock knock.'

Frisk gave a long-suffering sigh. 'Who's there?'

'rain.'

She shot him a baleful look. 'Rain who?'

'rain't ya glad we're not at the lab anymore?'

Despite herself, Frisk snickered a bit. "I'd be more so if I didn't have to listen to your _awful_ jokes." She said aloud.

Sans fixed her with an absolutely pathetic stare.

"No puppy eyes!" She bopped him on the snout and he let out the blaster equivalent of a laugh.

'let's get some sleep.'

The girl nodded, and the two fell into uneasy silence.

1234567890

_It was dark, but for once she wasn't scared. Frisk wandered aimlessly through the dark void, wondering briefly where she was and how she got there._

_She wasn't concerned, though. Upon examining her feelings, she realized she actually felt content, calm, and safe._

_The shapeless darkness began to shift around her, and then she was standing back in the too-hot place that the lab had been in, the place Alphys had called Hotland._

_"Hello."_

_Still not feeling any sense of danger or fear, Frisk turned._

_A monster was standing there. She was quite lovely, a bird-creature with dark red and yellow feathers and burning green eyes. The feathers on her head were held back with a headband, pulling them up and away from the thick square glasses resting on her big bronze beak._

_Though the monster woman had a lab coat on like the Doctor, Frisk still felt no fear. She raised her hand and waved in response to the greeting._

_The bird woman chuckled._

_"Who are you?" Frisk asked, though she had a suspicion._

_"My name is, or rather was, Roslyn." The woman smiled. "And it's my soul that's got yours nice and patched up."_

_"U-Um, so I stole your soul? You're still _alive_ in there!?"_

_Roslyn laughed. "Not really. My consciousness was sent on to the next life the moment my body turned to dust."_

_"Um."_

_"Then how am I here?"_

_"Yeah..."_

_"Well, Frisk, I was just _dying_ to meet you!"_

_"Oh. My. God." Frisk pointed at her. "_You_ taught Sans how to pun, didn't you!?" She accused. She had been wondering where the skeleton had learned his horrible sense of humor._

_"Guilty." Roslyn's eyes sparkled._

_"I _hate_ you!" There wasn't much heat to her words._

_Roslyn laughed again. "Anyway. I came to your dreams from the Void because I wanted to meet you, and to tell you one thing."_

_"And that thing is?"_

_"Not all monsters are bad, like Doctor Gaster. Give others a chance, alright?" Roslyn was giving her a piercing stare that stirred _something_ in Frisk's broken memories._

_"... I'll try." She promised shakily._

_The world began to get dark again._

_"It's time for me to go." Roslyn sighed. "Maybe we'll meet again, maybe not. Take good care of yourself, alright kid? After all, you're technically carrying around part of me!"_

_Frisk nodded. Hotland faded into blackness and Roslyn simply vanished, leaving the hybrid in complete darkness once again._
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The next morning, Frisk woke up feeling... Off. Her nose was stuffy, she was cold and stiff, her eyes were crusty. Her head hurt and her throat ached.

"Sans, maybe you should carry Paps. I'm not feeling so good..." Even her voice was ridiculously hoarse.

Her brother gave her a worried look. Frisk's eyes were glassy and unfocused, and she was flushed and giving off more heat than usual.

"I'll be _fine_, Sans. We gotta keep moving." She sneezed again.

"okay..." Sans said dubiously, scooping Papyrus into his arms.

The trio set off.

The caverns of Waterfall were as wet and winding as ever. It was almost ridiculous, and definitely frustrating. They walked in silence, occasionally broken by Frisk sneezing loudly. After a few hours, though, the sneezes became loud, wet coughs.

Wet, _everything_ was wet here.

Frisk continued to insist that she was fine, and that they _needed_ to keep moving. Sans wasn't buying it, but the press of time was still there, so he dropped it.

It was maybe half an hour after Frisk started coughing that she stopped short with a small gasp, looking straight up.

Sans spun quickly, eye already glowing, but he calmed when he realized Frisk was only looking at the cavern's ceiling, which was made of dark stone and positively covered in small, sparkling white stones. It was absolutely _breathtaking_, and he found himself staring. He'd never seen anything like this in the lab. _Never_...

Papyrus babbled happily, staring upwards. "PRETTY!"

He turned his attention back to Frisk, who was grinning widely as she stared upwards, her wings fanned out full-sized behind her. "Wow!" She squeaked, her voice still in bad shape. "They're like the stars!"

"wait, really?" Sans looked back up, shifting Pap so the toddler could get a better look. The cavern ceiling did rather resemble her description.

"Yeah... The real ones are prettier, though." Frisk said with all the surety a young girl could manage.

Even so, her brother was feeling something that had been in small supply in his short life. Staring up at the cavern ceiling, at the closest thing to stars monster kind had seen in generations, Sans found himself filled with hope.

1234567890

The trio of children continued on their way, each feeling comfortable in the easy silence that was only broken by Frisk's occasional coughing and the sloshing of the couple feet of standing water they were wading through.

Frisk spent most of the time during her walk thinking about Roslyn and her appearance in her dream, and trying to remember what was so familiar about her piercing stare. When that started to make her head hurt, she started to daydream about being warm and dry. She was getting really tired, but Sans still seemed to be going strong, and she didn't want them to have to stop on her account. They really needed to get as far away from Hotland as they could.

According to Alphys, who had managed to give them a brief set of instructions when she shoved her bag into Sans's arms before she ran off to distract the Royal Guard that had been coming around the corner, beyond Waterfall was Snowdin, and that was as far as they would be able to go, because the Ruins were sealed off. She'd also mentioned they could find better clothing at the dump, here in Waterfall, and that they would have to pass through the dump to get to Snowdin. She'd said they couldn't miss it.

So Frisk knew they still had quite a ways to go before they should stop. She was hoping that they could find this 'dump' _before_ they stopped. She was quite cold.

Huh. Was she shivering? Sans and Papyrus were fine, Paps had even fallen asleep in Sans's arms, why was she so damn cold?

"frisk? do you need to rest?"

"_No_!" She snapped. The effect was ruined by the uncontrollable coughing fit she fell into immediately after she spoke. Her chest hurt really bad... She wiped her eyes, which were full of water. She wasn't certain if it was the rain or the coughing that caused it.

"frisk," Sans scolded lightly. "please don't lie to me."

Frisk took a shuddering breath. "I would love to stop and rest, Sans, but we _can't_. We have to keep moving."

Her brother probably would be frowning if he could. As it was, she could tell by the shape of his eye sockets that he didn't like it.

"Sans, please. Let's at least try and make it to that 'dump' place."

He sighed, relenting. "okay. it's not like we have a lot of choice, huh? and maybe finding some better clothes will help you."

Frisk smiled gratefully at him. "You're the best, Sans."

1234567890

It was another hour of walking before they found it. Piles and piles of _stuff_, as far as they could see. Sans kept a tight hold on Papyrus as they entered the winding path, mercifully free of water. Neither of the older children were under any illusions that if they lost their younger sibling in this maze, they would find him again.

"BROTHER!"

"what's up, paps?"

The smallest member of the group pointed up at a higher part of the nearest pile. "LIKE IT, PRETTY COLOR, LIKE SISTER!"

Frisk peered up at the corner of red cloth sticking out of the pile, before starting to climb.

"frisk!"

She ignored Sans's distracting yell, instead focusing on getting to the bit of bright red cloth several feet above her head. Handhold, handhold, foothold, foothold, hand, hand, foot, foot, Hand, foot, got it! She grabbed the cloth and activated her magic, turning her soul dark blue and allowing herself to tumble back into open air, where she started her controlled descent.

Or, it _was_ controlled, until she abruptly lost control of her magic due to another coughing fit. Thankfully, Sans had been watching, and caught her soul in his own before she'd fallen more than an inch. He lowered her to the ground, scolding and lecturing her for her carelessness, but Frisk didn't hear a word. Her head was spinning, her stomach churning. She rolled over and began to heave, barely having time to ensure that the cloth was out of the way as she helplessly vomited bile onto the path.

Everything hurt. Her head, her lungs, her joints.

She shouldn't have done that. She _really_ shouldn't have done that.

The world around Frisk was muted as though she'd stuffed cotton in her ears and put gauze over her eyes. She was vaguely aware of the hand rubbing circles on her back, trying to soothe her as she continued to dry heave despite having eaten anything in almost two days.

It was too much. Blackness was creeping into the corners of her vision. Her head swam.

Darkness crept over her mind.


	3. Unwell

_/Oh, you've got to be kidding me./_

_Frisk's ears rung with the words, and they echoed in the endless blackness that was much less comfortable than the last time she was surrounded by it._

_/Come on, Featherbutt! Stay Determined! I don't want to die _again_./ The voice was loud, brash, female, and _very_ annoyed. It rattled around and around the empty void of darkness and made Frisk feel almost like she was vibrating uncontrollably._

_"Um... What?" Frisk clutched her temples. Just speaking made her feel like she was shaking apart, shattering into billions of pieces._

_/Look, kid, if you die, _so do I_. And I don't want to go through that again! So wake up, dammit!/_

_There was the sensation of being shoved through a tiny tube and Frisk screamed, her head pounding._

_/Okay, that didn't work. _Sorry_./_

_Frisk didn't respond to the Voice, though if she could've she'd have had a few choice words for it - some of the Doctor's favorite curses._

_/Okay, let's try this instead.../_

_Shadows swirled about in front of Frisk like a solid entity, beginning to change color and form. There was a deafening bang, and then Frisk was flying back through the black haze, landing painfully on her rear._

_Footsteps. Then, a single olive-skinned hand sticking out of a red sleeve was in front of her, offering her help up._

_Frisk took it and was pulled to her feet._

_"This better, Featherbutt?" Demanded the owner of the hand._

_Frisk stared. The human was older than her, a teenager for sure, with considerably shorter hair that was much shaggier, though the same muddy color as her own. She had on a baggy red windbreaker and a pair of brown slacks. The girl's eyes were the same shade of red as hers, which was odd because Frisk was pretty sure red eyes weren't the norm for humans. Hers certainly hadn't been red before her change._

_At least now the other girl's voice wasn't crushing Frisk's mind like before._

_"Yes... Who are you?" Speaking came much easier this time, the pain still there but blunted considerably._

_Red eyes rolled up towards the non-existing ceiling. "You can call me Chara. And I'm dead. Except, somehow, I'm _here_ in your tiny little mind and weird-ass soul." She pointed at Frisk. "So you're not allowed to die, you hear me?!"_

_"_Loud_ and clear." Frisk rubbed her temples again._

_"Look, it was bad enough being at the mercy of that madman and not even being aware enough to talk to you. Now, not even a day free and here you are lying half-dead in a _dump_! I so did not sign up for this!" Chara ranted._

_Frisk sighed, not gracing that with a response._

_"Okay, so now you need to wake up. There's crazy shit happening outside your cozy little mindscape, you know."_

_"Huh? How do I wake up? And what do you mean mindscape? Why are you even in my head? Am I going crazy now? First the dead lady, now this..."_

_"I dunno how you wake up, I'm not the one who's unconscious!" Chara effectively ignored the rest of Frisk's comments._

_Frisk made an executive decision to use some of those cuss words she'd been too disoriented to use earlier._

_"Sheesh, kid, you kiss your brothers with that mouth? You're what, four, right?"_

_Frisk felt her cheeks grow hot. "I'm almost _six_! I'm just kinda short."_

_Chara scoffed. "Look, four or five, you're still way too young to be using that language."_

_"Whatever." Frisk rolled her own eyes._

_"Huh. Maybe you're more ballsy than I thought. You still gotta wake up, though, Featherbutt."_
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It was an average day for Toriel. She walked down the road from Napstablook's snail farm, her second-to-last stop on today's grocery run. She only planned to stop at the dump and see if there was anything interesting she could add to her book collections or her toy sets for the children that may fall into the Ruins.

It was an average day, but that was quickly going to change.

"please, frisk! you _gotta_ wake up! you _can't_ fall down, _please_..." Toriel could hear the desperate begging of what sounded like a young child, coupled with the sudden start of an even younger one wailing, and instantly dropped her purchases and bolted in the direction of the helpless sounding pleas.

What she saw made her stop short. Two young skeletons and a human child were in the middle of the path. The girl (A human, one she hadn't met in the Ruins! Where had she come from?!) was lying on her back, her long brown hair splayed out beneath her. One of the skeletons was shaking her shoulder, his hands lit up with flickering green light – healing magic, though it was pretty clear that he wasn't able to keep a steady flow of it going. He had fat tears made of blue magic tracing down his cheeks as he tried to rouse the human. The third child was just a toddler, crying loudly in distress, probably in empathy for the other, because he seemed to be too young to understand what was actually happening.

"By the stars..." Toriel gasped.

Instantly, the skeleton boy was on his feet, his right eye lighting up with a blue flare of light. He literally _growled_ at her, but she could sense the panic he was feeling.

"get away. stay away from her! keep away from us!" He was holding his hand out, and she could see the nearly formless, uncontrolled potential for destruction his magic held as blue light whirled wildly within his eye socket and around the limb.

Toriel backed away slowly, placing her hands up placatingly. "Please, child, I am not going to harm any of you. I swear it." This was not good. She had to calm him down. "Please, I can help her." She allowed her own, much more powerful healing magic to pool in her hands. The child's eye flickered uncertainly. He clearly knew what green magic was for, he'd been trying to use it after all, but he just as clearly was too afraid to let her near.

Perhaps it was her intimidating size. Plenty of young ones had shied away from her at first. Even her own, lovely, precious Chara had been afraid of her at first. She very slowly knelt down. "Please, child? I only want to help." She offered him a small smile. "What happened to you three?" _Where did they come from? Why were they dressed as though they'd walked out of a hospital?_ The boys, Toriel could understand having possibly been in a hospital. But the girl would've been recognized for what she was right away in an environment like that, and thanks to _Asgore_ she would most certainly not have survived the trip.

"she's sick." The boy mumbled finally. "we were walkin' through waterfall."

In this cold? In those gowns? No wonder the girl was ill.

"I can help her."

The skeleton closed his eye sockets. "i-if you h-hurt her..."

Perhaps... Perhaps this young one had befriended the girl and another monster had attacked her? Toriel hoped that was the reason he was so afraid of her. It wasn't a good thing, but it was certainly a better option than some of the _other_ ideas starting to float around in her head.

He opened his eye sockets to stare directly into her own, the lights that were his pupils simply gone, snuffed out like a candle.

Toriel, the technical Queen of the Underground, and a fighter who'd been at the front lines of most of the Great War, felt genuine fear for just a second, looking into the empty eyes of this tiny little skeleton. She swallowed, her throat suddenly feeling very, very dry. Why did it feel like she was being judged for every single thing, good or bad, that she'd ever done? She was practically seeing her life flash before her eyes. The War, her time with _Asgore_, her two beautiful, amazing children, their deaths and her leaving her husband, her LOVE, her love... The fallen humans and her attempts to keep them safe. It all flew by too fast for her to see, but she knew, she _knew_... Every sin, every virtue crawled on her back under the scrutiny of this child's gaze.

Suddenly, he stepped back, away from the girl.

"if you hurt her," He said in a slightly stronger voice, "_you're gonna have a bad time_."

He was letting her help her. _He was letting him help her!_

Quickly, she knelt beside the young girl. Then, Toriel carefully, gently summoned the girl's soul.

_What._

She stared at the little heart shape, floating above the girl's chest, before very cautiously taking it into her hands and cradling it like a mother to her babe. The small, right-side-up heart looked almost like a jigsaw puzzle. Jagged patches of white marred the primary red coloring. It... unsettled her. This was not normal.

Toriel allowed her hands to light up with a green aura, calmly and efficiently pumping soothing magic into the quivering soul.

The girl groaned.

"frisk?!"

"No'so loud, Sans..." She mumbled. "Head 'urts."

"Do not fear, my child." Toriel said gently, the flow of magic continuing. "I am working on making you feel better."

"'Kay, Mama." The girl mumbled. Her eyes were still closed. The Queen stiffened.

The skeleton boy glanced sharply at her, before turning his attention back to the girl. He'd picked up the toddler; Toriel hadn't even noticed the baby had stopped crying.

After a moment, he gained an expression of confusion. "frisk? what the _hell_ was that?" Toriel had to resist the urge to scold him for swearing. She had no doubt that would not be productive.

"Dunno." The girl cracked her eyes open, red orbs flicking over to look at the skeleton. "She just was there."

The goat woman rather felt like she was hearing half a conversation, as though she were listening in on a cell phone conversation. "Excuse me, Frisk?" She assumed that was the young lady's name, after all, it was what the boy had called her.

"Yeah?" She seemed a bit more alert now, but much less wary than the skeleton.

"How do you feel, small one?"

Without hesitation, she replied in a monotone. "I am functioning properly. Feelings of nausea seem to have subsided, the stabbing pain in the back of my skull has receded, my body temperature seems to have stabilized."

Toriel eyed the girl worriedly. What kind of answer was that?

Frisk's expression became one of confusion, briefly. "I mean to say, I am fine. I feel much better. Thank you." She sat up. Toriel noticed she had been lying on something.

"Child, is this yours?" She reached behind the girl to pick up a very long, bright red scarf.

Frisk shook her head. "I got it out of the pile." She pointed up at the nearest trash pile. "Paps wanted it."

Paps? Well, if she was Frisk, and she'd called the older skeleton Sans, perhaps the toddler was Paps?

"Well, if it's in the trash, then it's up for grabs." Toriel smiled. "But it should be washed before you give it t the baby. He could get sick, otherwise." She handed the strip of cloth to the child.

Frisk nodded with an extremely serious expression, getting to her feet. Toriel watched her stretch her limbs, joints popping loudly.

And then, to her utter shock, Frisk rolled her shoulders and a pair of large, red and gold wings extended slowly from her back, twitching in various directions as Frisk stretched them as well. That done, she seamlessly folded them back into place against her back. Lastly, she clasped her hands and rolled her shoulders again, causing loud pops to echo through the cavern. But that wasn't what caught Toriel's attention. She reached out, quick as a flash, and snatched the girl's right hand.

There was a metal plate, drilled right into the skin and bones. _WDG-3 F_.

She glanced down at Sans, who was staring at her, and, much more slowly, giving plenty of time for him to pull away, took his right hand. Just like Frisk, he had a metal plate drilled directly into the bone. _WDG-1 S._

Horror stricken, she reached for the now-sleeping toddler. This prompted Sans to growl again, shifting position so that he was hunched over the small monster.

"Does he have one?" Toriel was aware her voice was trembling, though with what emotion she wasn't certain. Anger, fear, disgust, unease? All of the above?

Slowly, Sans nodded.

_The hospital gowns._

_Frisk's jigsaw puzzle soul._

_Why they were out alone in Waterfall._

_The fact that Frisk had not passed through the Ruins._

_Sans's fear of her. _

_The metal plates._

_And, now that she was looking at these children, really looking at them, she could see dozens of scars. Pinpricks, chips in bones, long, thin scars in Frisk's flesh that were dare she say **surgical**._

Toriel's sharp mind was piecing together the evidence, and she did not like what she was coming up with.
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Frisk opened her eyes, blearily. Sans was being loud, she was fairly sure he was saying her name.

"Not so loud, Sans. My head hurts." Or at least, that's what she had tried to say. It came out rather slurred. Huh.

"Do not fear, my child." /Oh my god it's Mom what is she doing here Mama I'm sorry I missed you so much Mama _I'msosorry!_/ "I am working on making you feel better."

Chara's jumbled pleas in the back of Frisk's mind mingled with her confusion, and she almost automatically responded, "'Kay, Mama."

Her head started to clear, and she realized too late what she'd said. She could sense Sans's fear over their bond.

'frisk, why did you call her that? you haven't even looked at the lady. and what in the world does it even mean?'

/'Mama' is another word for 'Mother'. Frisk probably just called her that because I was panicking at my first sight of my mother in ages./

Confusion, disorientation, and fear all transferred easily from Sans's mind to Frisk's, but the part-human was more concerned with the fact that Chara's appearance in her dream was apparently not just a figment of her fever-addled mind.

/'Course I'm real, Featherbutt./

"frisk? what the _hell_ was that?" Sans demanded aloud.

"Dunno. She was just there." Frisk responded, finally opening her eyes to cast a quick eye over the woman holding her soul. Then she looked over to Sans without moving her head.

/I'm not a she!/ Chara complained. /I'm a he!/

'You sure looked like a girl.' Frisk mentally muttered.

/Look, this isn't the time for a gender v. sex argument, m'kay? I'll explain it later. Just, I'm a he. Sheesh./

'Okay. Question. What's a Mother?'

/You don't kno- Oh, right, of course you don't. A mother is someone who will love you unconditionally, who will take care of you and protect you and teach you. And this woman, Toriel, was my mother when I was still alive. I swear, you can trust her./

'how do we know you're not just lying?!' Sans demanded.

/Because my only goal at the moment is to keep Featherbutt here in one piece because if she dies, then so do I? Come on, kid, you can feel my sincerity as much as I can feel your rampant paranoia./

'I'll give her a chance.' Frisk thought, remembering her dream conversation (that may or may not have been real) with Roslyn.

"Excuse me, Frisk?"

"Yeah?" She turned her attention back to Toriel.

"How do you feel, small one?"

Frisk barely thought about her response. The Doctor always wanted a certain type of response to that kind of query, and he wanted it right away. "I am functioning properly. Feelings of nausea seem to have subsided, the stabbing pain in the back of my skull has receded, my body temperature seems to have stabilized."

/Wow, you're hopeless./ Chara muttered. /Try, "I'm feeling better' or "Fine' or something. And don't forget to thank her, it's only polite./

'no need to be a bitch.'

/Oh, as if you're any less of an asshole, kid?/

Frisk tuned out the brewing argument. Now that Chara seemed to have joined their mental circuit, she had little doubt that she'd get plenty of practice at ignoring her bondmates. More than she already got tuning out Papyrus's inane, often nonsensical baby-thoughts.

"I mean to say, I am fine. I feel much better. Thank you." She tried. Toriel seemed satisfied with this response.

Frisk sat up, and Toriel reached past her to pick up the cloth she'd pulled out of the heap. It was very long, and rectangular.

Frisk shook her head. "I got it out of the pile." She pointed up at the nearest trash pile. "Paps wanted it."

"Well, if it's in the trash, then it's up for grabs." Toriel said, smiling. "But it should be washed before you give it t the baby. He could get sick, otherwise." She handed the strip of cloth to Frisk, who took it with a serious nod.

Frisk stood, stretching luxuriously. She could feel her joints popping, it felt wonderful. It didn't hurt that the small cacophony in the back of her mind that had been Sans and Chara's argument had subsided for the moment. She made sure to stretch her wings, they tended to get sore if she just left them.

Suddenly Toriel snatched her wrist and looked directly at her plate. Frisk blinked as she moved onto Sans's, her brother being too shocked to react as she pulled his hand close to peer at his own plate.

It was when she reached for Papyrus that Sans reacted, moving into a position to better protect their brother and growling warningly. Frisk felt her own magic bubbling under her skin, and started to ready threads of purple magic, in case she needed to pull them apart.

"Does he have one?" Toriel asked, voice trembling with an unidentifiable emotion.

Sans nodded slowly.

Toriel's face darkened. Frisk could feel Sans tensing, could feel Chara's sudden unease. Felt her own fear and distress.

/She's _not_ mad at you, she's _not_ mad at you, she's _not_ mad at you, she's _not_ mad at you, _she'snotmadatyou_./ Chara chanted the words like a mantra, trying to keep them from lashing out.

"Who did this to you?" Toriel demanded. "I will burn their very souls into ash." Her eyes were flashing, she was shaking in barely controlled rage. "Nobody has the right to harm children like this. _Nobody_! No matter _what_ the cause!"

Sans clutched Papyrus tighter, starting to shake in fear. The toddler awoke and began to cry again. Frisk moved over to huddle beside her siblings.

The noise seemed to snap Toriel out of it, prompting her to notice the fear of the elder two. She knelt down to their level. "I am so very sorry, children. I did not mean to frighten you. It's not your fault, please do not fear me. I am not angry at you. I am only angry at the person or people whom gave you those scars, and who drilled those bits of metal into your hands." Her voice was so soft and soothing.

It sounded like lies. But it sounded sincere.

Frisk and Sans didn't know what to think. Chara urged them to tell, but they were terrified.

What if she gave them back to the Doctor?

Should they tell her about the labs, about Hotland, about Alphys?

"You do not have to do anything you do not wish."

There was never an option.

"I will not press you."

Why was there a choice?

/My Mother will love you as she loved me if you give her a chance. You will be _safe_ with her./

There was no such thing as safe for them.

"Would you like to come with me? I will take you to my home."

_Home_. The word stirred Frisk's damaged memories like nothing else before.

"You will be very happy there, I think."

The smell of something sweet, warmth filling her body, an all-encompassing feeling of safety and hope.

"I will protect you, if you'll have me. I swear it on all that I am."

Frisk felt Sans break just a split second before she did, the feelings she was sending over their bond too much for someone who had never known them.

Bawling like the child he was, Sans threw himself and Papyrus into Toriel's arms and sobbed. Frisk was right behind him.

"Shhhh... Everything will be alright, my children." Toriel cooed, wrapping her long, warm arms around them. "I promise."


	4. Drops of Jupiter

_**IMPORTANT STUFF: I'm thinking of doing some bonus material for every five chapters of Counting Stars. With that in mind, may I present the first segment: Ask the Cast!**_

_**Just review (or comment, if you're reading this on Ao3, or submit an ask if you're on tumblr!) with your question. You can also shoot me a pm on FFN. (Under 'Insanity Allegra', of course.) Please put CSCQ1 in the subject line.**_

_**Rules:**_

_**1. Keep in mind that whatever events that are caused by Ask the Cast will be non-canon. I.e. Asking Goat Mom to punch Evil Dad in the face will likely result in a **_**humerus****_ scene where Toriel breaks into Gaster's lab, runs up to him, clocks him in the nose, and runs out, but that will not have happened in-story._**

_**2. Questions that may bring spoilers into play may or may not be answered, depending on the severity of the spoiler in question.**_

_**3. Keep it PG, there are youngin's heeeeere.**_

_**4. Make sure you specify who the question is for.**_

_**Characters you can ask as of now:**_

_**Evil Dad (Dr. Gaster)**_

_**Ghost Mom (Roslyn's Ghost)**_

_**Big Bro (Sans)**_

_**Featherbutt (Frisk)**_

_**Ghost Bro/He Who Is Trapped In Frisk's Head (Chara)**_

_**Cinnabun (Papyrus)**_

_**Goat Mom (Toriel)**_

_**Hot Dad/He Who Is Still Not In The Story Yet Despite Being Planned To Be In Chapter 2 (Grillby)**_

_**If I don't get enough questions, I'll try to come up with something else to do for chapter 5, and reschedule this for chapter 10.**_
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Once they'd managed to pull themselves together, Toriel guided them back to where she'd left her groceries and retrieved the various bags.

Frisk frowned. "U-uh, Miss Toriel? Why is that one all squirmy?" She pointed at one of the bags. Sans was nervous, and so she hoped that she could put him at ease if she took the initiative and got everyone talking. That didn't mean she wasn't nervous at speaking out of turn. It was a habit the Doctor had not liked, and had earned her plenty of punishments.

"Oh, this one is full of snails, my child!" Toriel smiled. She opened it so Frisk and her brothers could see.

Frisk squeaked. They were all squirmy and move-y! It was so _freaky_.

"Is something wrong?"

"Uh... Can I h-hold one?" Maybe they wouldn't be so gross if it was just one.

Toriel blinked. "Of course." She very carefully removed one from the bag.

/Mom likes to eat those./

Frisk eyed it with a frown. "This... Is food?" She took the little creature into her hand. It didn't _look_ very edible. Sans leaned over and poked it. Both of them jumped at the clinking nose his boney finger made when it came in contact with the shell.

Frisk's stomach rumbled. The last time they had eaten anything had to be the last time they were given rations by the Doctor, because they'd taken the food Alphys had brought for them along with them, and other than feeding Paps a bit of one of the sandwiches, they had been saving those.

Still, the snail was moving around on her palm, leaving a trail of goo, and it really didn't look all that appetizing.

"Oh, not yet. I'd have to cook it first, Frisk." Toriel laughed. "Neither you nor the snail would enjoy it if you ate it before I cooked it."

Well, that made a bit more sense.

Sans poked its shell again. "w-what's this?" He was asking a question! Granted, he was obviously uncomfortable, afraid of punishment for speaking out of turn, but he'd taken the chance! Frisk had heard maybe three or four questions from Sans over her time in the lab. The Doctor hadn't liked it when they asked about trivial things. She was so proud!

"That's its shell, Sans. It protects the snail from getting hurt, and it's also the snail's house." Toriel said in a lecture-y tone of voice that wasn't at all condescending like the Doctor's own had been on the few occasions they'd gotten an explanation on how things worked or what they were.

"It's kind of cute!" Frisk said, rubbing one of its antennae.

"can we call it _sheldon_?"

Frisk nearly shrieked, barely holding the sound back. He'd literally just learned that word and her freaking brother was already punning!

Toriel snorted. "Or possibly _Shelly_, _Shelly_ the snail."

'Great. She puns, too.'

/Nonstop./ Chara groaned. /I'd almost forgotten./

'heh.' Sans's mental voice was somewhat smug. She knew he enjoyed razzing her with puns and bad jokes. To be honest, Frisk wasn't really sure why she was so annoyed by them. Maybe it was just the principle of the thing?

Speaking of the principle of the thing...

'Is it too late to go back to the lab?' Frisk mused playfully, giving her usual token protest.

'yes.' Sans snapped.

'Too soon to joke?'

'it will never be late enough.'

'Noted, bro. Sorry.'

"Come, children. I will lead you to my home." Toriel said, picking up her bags again. "Once we get there, we can eat."

The prospect of food washed away any lingering doubts the elder duo held, and they hurried after her, Frisk holding the snail in one hand and Papyrus's hand in the other. Sans held Paps's other small hand, and carried the red scarf Frisk had nearly died over on his shoulder.

"Hey, wait." She said suddenly. Toriel stopped to see Frisk staring at another trash heap. The little girl raised her hand (the one previously holding Paps's), her eyes and the feathers in her hair flowing smoothly from red and yellow to a uniform dark blue. A large blue jacket was engulfed in the aura of gravity magic, and Frisk bit her lip as she focused on pulling it loose and down without disturbing the rest of the pile.

Why hadn't she done this for the scarf?

/You were kind of out of it with fever./ Chara shrugged.

Fair enough. The jacket landed safely in her arms and she held it up to the minimal light. 'It's the same color as your magic, Sans!'

'that thing? it's way too big for me! it would swallow me! i'd be _swimming with the jacket fish_!'

/That was awful./

Frisk nodded. 'But it looks so soft and warm, Sans! You'll love it!'

Toriel cleared her throat. "Did you want that, my child?"

Frisk pointed at Sans. She was getting rather annoyed with all the talking she'd had to do lately.

"Ah! For Sans!" Toriel held the jacket up to the skeleton. "It seems rather large, but I'm sure he'll grow into it, if he wants it."

Sans eyed the cloth, and then Frisk's hopeful expression and sighed. 'It does look comfy...' He nodded at Toriel.

"Then we shall take it home with us, and I shall wash it!" Toriel cheered. "Do you see anything you'd like for you, Frisk?"

The sort-of-human looked around a bit before frowning and shaking her head.

"Alright."

"frisk."

She turned. Sans was holding out a single glove, jet black and fingerless.

Frisk took it. It was soft and stretchy. She rather liked the feel of it between her fingers.

'i know you don't like looking at your plate. anymore than i do.'

"You take it." Frisk insisted. Sans always got so depressed when he looked at his hand. She knew he'd been awake when it was installed. It had to bring back awful memories.

Sans shook his head. "it's made for humans, sis. i don't have enough _meat on my bones_."

"NONONO!" Papyrus whined. "BAD!"

"I'm with him! _Nonono_! No more puns!"

Toriel laughed.

Frisk sighed and tried it on. 'It's a little big, but I like it.'

"Ah, I see you've found something after all." Toriel smiled. It seemed like she never stopped smiling... Frisk handed it to her, and she slipped the glove into the pocket of the hoodie. "Shall we go, my children?"
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Frisk and Sans exchanged a glance.

'This is the last chance. If you want us to leave...'

Sans closed his eye sockets. He didn't _want_ to trust this woman, he wanted to take his sister and his brother and hide from every single other monster in the Underground, but she practically radiated peace, warmth, and safety. He wanted to be wary and suspicious, but he was so tired of being afraid... He wanted to believe that everything would be alright, like Toriel had promised. He wanted to believe that Frisk and Papyrus could be safe and happy.

He wanted to hand control to someone else. He couldn't handle the responsibility of caring for his sister and his brother on his own. Barely two days and Frisk had already nearly fallen down because he was absolutely _useless_.

He could feel her disapproval at that thought, but it was true. It was _so_ true. There were a dozen ways he could've helped; he could've made them rest, given her food, he should've stopped her from climbing that trash pile but instead he just stood there like a moron, only reacting on instinct when she started to fall.

He wanted to hand control to someone else, because he'd never had control of his own fate before and he didn't know what to do with it.

He _couldn't handle the responsibility_. He was only a child, barely two years older than Frisk. He _shouldn't have to handle the responsibility_.

'i want to go with her.'

Frisk nodded. "Yes, Miss Toriel." She said as she took Papyrus's hand. "We're ready."

1234567890

Toriel was getting the sense that these three, or at least the elder two, were communicating without actually talking. The odd half-conversations they had made her feel incredibly uneasy, though she did her best not to show it. It wasn't unheard of for monsters to be capable of telepathy. It wasn't unheard of for humans to be capable of telepathy.

The thing was, the most prominent reason that monsters (or humans and monsters) could speak over a mental link was because they had bonded. But children this young shouldn't _be_ bonded. It was a safeguard built into the very souls of humans and monsters- souls would only connect and touch on their own when the parties involved were emotionally ready. And children were psychologically incapable of that level of emotional maturity.

Which meant, if they were bonded, it had been _forced_. It _was_ possible to force a bond, but doing so required an outside party and a lot of pain. A soul that wasn't ready to bond would repel the attempted mate like a magnet, and trying to force them to touch was excruciating. Survival instincts would kick in, and the parties attempting to bond would let their souls go long before they touched. That was why it required an outside party- an extra person to do the actual deed.

If somebody had violated these children in that manner, Toriel wouldn't even leave _dust_ behind for the funeral.

Putting on a smile for the trio, she led them into the shortcut she used to get from the Ruins to Waterfall without having to take a two-day walk and without having to be seen in Snowdin, like she would if she took the Riverperson.

As they passed the multitude of echo flowers on the path, Toriel took it upon herself to explain what they were and how they worked.

Papyrus had great fun babbling into one and having it repeat his baby talk back at him over and over again until Toriel insisted they move on. She noted the the toddler didn't seem to know a lot of words, but the ones he did were pronounced perfectly and used to great effect.

"BROTHER! SISTER! _UP UP_!"

Frisk swung the toddler onto her shoulders without hesitation. He locked his legs around her neck and buried his phalanges into her hair. "YAY! _UP UP_!"

The winged girl merely grinned.

Toriel wished she had her camera. They were so cute!

Eventually, they made it to the door leading into the Ruins. Toriel unlocked it, gesturing for the children to follow her inside.
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Sans looked around the pink-painted walls of the tunnel in interest. The first time he'd seen the color was when Alphys first arrived in the lab. It was a nice color. Something _different_ from the grays and greens and browns and blues of the lab, and the pale and red and yellow of his sister, and the gray and blue and orange that was him and Paps.

It was a nice color, with no negative memories attached.

"It will take me a little while to prepare our food." Toriel began. "Would you like me to run you a warm bath? The three of you are filthy."

Sans blinked, exchanging a feeling of mutual confusion with Frisk over their connection. Frisk gave him a mental nudge, urging him to ask what the word meant, and he would've frowned at her if he could. But since he couldn't, and Toriel was clearly waiting on a response, and the last time he'd asked a question it had turned out alright, he steeled himself and asked.

"what... what is a bath, miss toriel?"

The large, fuzzy woman stopped walking. There was a shadow over her eyes.

She was _angry_.

Sans whimpered and took a step back, shrinking in on himself. "m'sorry, i'll be quiet..." Could he grab his siblings and make it to the door back to Waterfall before she caught him? Probably not. She had much longer legs than he did in this form, and to take the time to change to his blaster form would waste too many precious seconds.

Toriel visibly calmed herself, speaking softly but through gritted teeth. "I am not angry with you, my child. You do not know what a bath is?"

Sans shook his head frantically. Frisk shot him a worried look.

"Okay." Toriel took a shaky breath, dropping down to her knees to be on his level. "It is _okay_, Sans. It's not your fault, my child. I am _not_ angry with you, I promise. I am sorry if I frightened you again." She spoke firmly now, as if she could make him believe her by sheer force of will, by sheer determination. "_I will never harm you_. Please do not forget that."

Sans swallowed down the lump forming in his non-existent throat, then nodded slowly.

Toriel sighed, then brightened. "Well, I think you will enjoy this. Come along, my children! I shall show you the wonders of a warm bath!"

Exchanging a final, concerned glance, Frisk and Sans followed her up the short flight of stairs and into the house proper.


	5. Scars

**Important stuff:**

**I GOT FANART. I'M DEAD. AND TYPING THIS AS A GHOST. (That's why this chapter took so long XD Actually, the beginning fought me really hard. I'm still not entirely satisfied, but...)**

**AMAZING FANART: **(http):/(artisteiffel).(deviantart).(com/art/Counting-Stars-603268278)

**Ask the Cast: I only got one question so far, so asks are still open and I'll be doing Ask the Cast for chapter ten, instead. Questions make me very happy, and you'll be able to post them all the way until chapter 9, so don't hesitate, interrogate!**

**The bonus material can be found at the bottom, after the chapter. Hopefully it'll help you guys unwind after the last part of this chapter.**

**One more thing: This chapter is a bit mood-whiplashy. On the one hand, fluffy bath time scene! On the other? Torture of small children!**

**Sorry to drag out the AN. **
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Toriel led them into a shiny, clean, pleasant-smelling room. The white tiled floors and shining metal fixtures reminded Sans far, far too much of the lab, but before he could panic, Frisk nudged him and pointed up, at the familiar sight of a shower head sticking out of the wall.

Sans shivered at just the sight of it, but managed not to start hyperventilating. A cold, five minute hose down was much better than being cut open or worse.

Toriel leaned over the enormous white basin against the back wall and fiddled with the knobs. After a moment, water began to pour from the faucet into the basin.
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"Would you like to bathe separately, or together?" Ordinarily, Toriel would've automatically assumed that Frisk would want to have privacy, but these were hardly normal, well-adjusted children. That much was becoming increasingly obvious. And any misstep Toriel may make by assuming these children knew what was going on or by pushing too far or too fast for information or behavior could crush the tentative trust they seemed to be starting to harbor.

"together." Sans still looked afraid. She hadn't missed his involuntary shiver upon looking around the room, either.

Toriel nodded, walking over to the cabinet and removing some children's Shimmerberry Bubblebath. It hadn't yet failed to get a pleased or amazed reaction from the young humans whom had fallen into the Ruins and decided to stay longer than a day or two. She poured two capfuls in, the trio watching her warily.

"Okay. Now we just have to wait for the tub to fill. If you will please wait here, I will return momentarily with some new clothing for you to choose from." After receiving two nods, Toriel left the bathroom.
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"Alright. While we're alone and the lights are on." Frisk said softly, turning to her brother.

Sans obediently tilted his his head so she could see his right eye socket. Frisk hadn't had a chance to look over it in the light yet, despite the Doctor having most recently messed with it almost two weeks ago.

"What did he do?"

"scalpels. the hammer again. another dt injection."

Frisk nodded, gently probing the cracked bone around the dark socket. She was rather surprised Toriel hadn't noticed it yet. Then again, she knew it was there but still couldn't see it for the darkness in Waterfall, and Sans tended not to look others in the eye. Perhaps she really just hadn't had a chance to see it.

"Glow your eyes." She commanded softly. Immediately, the left flared up with bright blue light, but the right remained dark.

"Can you see out of it?"

"not when i'm glowing them or using magic, but normally, yes."

"So no different than before he tried to fix it this time?"

"yeah."

"Does it hurt?"

"yes. but don't worry, i'm used to it, frisk."

"That's not gonna stop me from worrying."

The door creaked open, and Toriel entered the room with a pile of clothes in her arms.
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The linen closet was right across the hall from the bathroom. Toriel heard every word spoken by the duo.

_Scalpels. _

_Hammer._

_Injection. _

_Something wrong with one of Sans's eyes._

She had to force herself not to inspect them, to act as if she hadn't overheard.

"These clothes," she said, setting a pile on the counter, "Will probably fit Papyrus. These," she set down the next stack, "are about Sans's size. And these," the third stack landed on the counter, "Will most likely fit Frisk. You three can choose whatever you like from them when you're done in the bath, okay?"

Without waiting for an answer, the goat woman walked over and turned off the water, which had gentle wafts of pleasent-smelling steam rising from it.

"The purpose of a bath is to get you three clean, alright? So you take off your clothes and get in. Here are a couple of washcloths, this is the shampoo, this is the soap, make sure you don't get it in your eyes and don't eat it." Toriel pointed at each object in turn. "All three of you can use the soap, but Frisk is the only one who should use the shampoo. In your hair, alright?" She demonstrated with a small glob of the stuff and a patch of fur on her arm. "If you're careful, you can probably use it on your... Wings... As well. Here are the towels for drying off when you are out of the bath. If you need any help, just call for me. I will be able to hear you from the kitchen."

"... How long are we allowed, Miss Toriel?"

Toriel's heart sank. "As long as you desire, Frisk."

Frisk gave a small, frightened nod.

Toriel tried to give her a reassuring smile, and left them to their own devices.
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Once she was gone, Frisk shucked off her still-damp gown. "I guess we get to be alone for now."

Sans nodded, helping Papyrus out of his. Frisk moved over to peer into the basin. A thick layer of sparkling, sweet-smelling bubbles was lying on top of the water. "This seems oddly familiar... I think we just get in." Her wings twitched in time with her words, half-folded against her bare back, and as she lifted a foot to step into the water, they spread outwards, nearly whacking Sans.

"oi, watch it, sis!"

Frisk wasn't paying attention. She'd put her foot in the liquid and nearly lost all composure, and she _did_ lose her balance. With a yelp, she tumbled into the bath water, all six of her limbs flailing.

But the moment her head was above the bubbles, she relaxed. It was impossible not to. The water was absolutely _perfect_. It was just shy of too hot (warm water was a thing?), and just sitting in it had made her muscles bunch up for a split second and then relax, fully and completely _relax_ for the first time since her wings had grown out. In addition, all of the little aches and pains she had trained herself to block out, the constant sore joints and stiff muscles from day after day of nonstop working, practicing, training, all of the sores and half-healed cuts and scars from being strapped down and cut open, they all vanished. It was heavenly, and she briefly wondered if the sparkling pink and blue bubbles had something to do with it, because she was certain that even _hot_ water wasn't that miraculous. She didn't even notice the involuntary, suspiciously bird-like cooing noises she was making. It was the feeling of her entire body compressing, followed by sweet, sweet release, though, that had initially shocked her into loosing her footing. In the time she could remember fully (which was admittedly less than a year), she'd never felt anything like it.

Getting into a hot bath was the most pleasurable thing she'd _ever_ experienced.

'Sans. Get in.' She demanded over the bond. 'Clothes off. In. _Now_. This is the best thing ever. Hands down.'

Looking dubious, Sans carefully handed her Papyrus, who squealed in delight upon being sat on Frisk's lap, head and neck elevated above the water level. The toddler started playing with the bubbles, grabbing handfuls of them in his tiny phalanges and shaking his little fists. "BROTHER! IS NICE! IN, IN!"
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With that recommendation, Sans was sold. He pulled off his gown, adding it to his siblings' pile, and carefully climbed in.

_Holy shi_-

A tiny handful of bubbles smacked him in the face. Papyrus giggled. "NYEH!"

Sans couldn't help it. He laughed, soft and unsure but _there_, a real, genuine chuckle.

He heard Frisk making an odd noise and looked up at her. She had her palms pressed together in front of her, the biggest grin he had ever seen on her face, and her eyes were practically sparkling. She seemed to be holding back a squeal of delight. "... er, frisk?"

"You laughed, you really _laughed_!" She cheered, throwing her arms around him.

Huh.

/Aw, that's so cute I'm gonna barf./

Sans ignored the peanut gallery, instead squirming out of Frisk's happy hug and grabbing a washcloth. Toriel had said they had as long as they wanted, but he hardly believed that, and he wanted to be certain Papyrus got clean.

He squeezed some of the liquid soap onto the cloth and started rubbing the back of Paps's skull, the toddler relaxing under his touch as Sans scrubbed the graying bone sparkling white.

Frisk did the same with her own washcloth, scrubbing down as much of her skin as she could reach with an air of having done this before, though a long time ago, like she was remembering how as she went.

When Papyrus was clean, they allowed him to play in the water. Neither of them were worried about him going under, as it was impossible for skeletons to drown thanks to their lack of a _need_ to breathe. Frisk took the washcloth from Sans and his hand, and started gently cleaning out all the little cracks and crevices in between his phalanges. He _wanted_ to tell her he was perfectly capable of washing himself, but it felt good, and she had that pleased little grin she always got whenever she was relaxed, so he let her. After a few minutes, she moved up to his arm, biting her lip as she carefully wiped the large gouge in the bone. It was tinted with red at the very bottom of the crevice, marrow just a hair away from leaking out.

"I'm sorry-"

"it's not your fault!" Sans snapped.

"If I had been better-"

"you did your best!"

"Well apparently my best wasn't enough!" Frisk spat. "He could've killed you, all because I couldn't figure out how to trigger that damn purple magic again!"

"but he was the _reason_!" Sans growled. "If he had given you more time like you'd asked, you'd-"

"NO MORE MAD!"

They both whipped their heads around to stare at Papyrus.
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"heh. sorry, paps. guess we got a bit excited, there." Sans's grin was hollow, his pupils pinpricks.

Frisk knew the feeling.

Papyrus sniffled, and his sister frowned. Now they were three sad kids in a bathtub.

She always screwed _everything_ up. She got Sans hurt the day before their escape, she got sick and slowed them down when they were going through Waterfall, and now she'd made both of her brothers upset just minutes after Sans had laughed for the first time in ages.

_It wasn't fair_.
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_"Subject S-1. You will be in the combat simulator for the day." The Doctor shoved Sans into the room, turning on the power. Immediately, the inside became a virtual reality simulation of a human city. Frisk watched through the observation window as Sans began the laborious process of killing each and every fake human in the city. _

_She hated that thing. _

_"Subject F-3. You will be doing purple magic drills in the training room. Subject P-2 will be your target."_

_Frisk went very, very still. It wasn't Papyrus being the target that was the issue, it was hardly the first time she'd had to practice damaging attacks that required a Soul to latch onto on her younger brother. Papyrus wouldn't be in any danger. After all, the Doctor didn't want him damaged. _

_It was the fact that she had no idea how she'd done that purple magic yesterday. When she'd done the blue types, she'd just _known_ how to repeat it, without needing any other information. But the purple stuff wasn't like that- she didn't know how to make it do what she wanted it to. Yesterday, when Sans was chasing her around with that pillow, it had just sort of _happened_. It had freaked her out quite a bit, actually, and then she couldn't figure out how to make it go away. _

_Swallowing, she spoke up. "S-Sir, I d-don't even kn-know how I _d-did_ that."_

_The hand flew at her face and she didn't bother to duck, just accepted the blow that came flying at her, striking her on the cheek painfully. It was easier if she just took the punishment for speaking out of turn and moved on. _

_"Follow." The Doctor barked, and with a small, inaudible sigh, Frisk took Papyrus's hand and followed the Doctor to the training room. Then, in the center of the white-walled room, Frisk began her attempts at recreating the feeling she'd had the day before. _

_No dice. She didn't have a _clue_ how to re-trigger the magic. _

_The hybrid spread her wings, glaring at a spot on the wall just above Papyrus. She pulled his soul into the area between them and thought about the color purple, the strange magical thread that had appeared. She imagined her eyes and feathers glowing with the pretty light, her skin boiling with the too-large amount of magic bubbling inside her. _

Nothing_. _

_"Subject F-3!" The Doctor barked, and Frisk flinched. "Summon your magic. _**Now**_." _

_She grit her teeth and _pushed_. _

_Nothing. _

_Try again. _

_This time Papyrus's soul lit up- Dark blue. She cussed. _

_"Subject F-3." The Doctor's tone was absolute fury, and Frisk whimpered softly. "_Do you think I am joking around, little girl_?"_

_"N-no, Sir! I j-just- I c-can't figure i-it out! It's n-not-"_

_"You certainly '_figured it out_' when you were _fucking around_ with Subject S-1 yesterday!" The Doctor spat. "Perhaps you need some _**motivation**_?"_

_Frisks's eyes grew to the size of saucers. "N-no, please, S-sir! I j-just need a f-few more min-"_

_"_**Silence**_!" Frisk whimpered and shrunk back. "Stay put." The Doctor left the observation window and returned, dragging a confused-looking Sans by the wrist. _

_Frisk licked her lips, as they were suddenly feeling extremely dry. She redoubled her efforts to start the threads of magic, but she just didn't know what she was supposed to be _doing_! It didn't make any sense!_

_Sans gave a small cry, and she whipped her head around. The Doctor had that damn sadistically pleased grin he always wore when punishing them. Sans's small wrist was still firmly trapped in one of the Doctor's hands, but the other skeletal hand held a razor sharp scalpel, which was, very slowly and painstakingly, cutting layer after layer off a long line on Sans's radial bone. Her brother started struggling against the hold on him, only to get smacked upside the skull. Frisk nearly shrieked, panicking as she always did when her single-Hit-Point brother was punished. Thankfully, the Doctor knew how much was too much. Usually. _

_"_Summon your magic**,**_ Subject F-3. Or I will _**kill**_ him. It will only take one little too-deep scratch, you know this."_

_Frisk squeaked, her feathers poofing out in her fear, and turned her attention back to Papyrus, determined to get it right. _

_Magic swirled at her fingertips, formless and colorless. She threw out her right hand-_

_Sans gave a much louder yelp as the Doctor continued to cut, getting deeper with every pass-_

_Frisk pushed. Her head and her hand started to hurt, but she kept forcing her magic into the shape she wanted, making repeated slashing motions as she'd done the day before- _

_Her fingertips felt like they were on fire, it _hurt_ so much... But she pushed through the pain. Her vision went white, but she Persevered-_

_Sans began to beg the Doctor for Mercy as dark red marrow started to leak from the cut, fighting against the vicegrip on his boney wrist-_

_The white walls lit up with reflected violet light and Papyrus's soul began to glow a soft purple. _

_Frisk suddenly _knew_, like she'd _known_ with Patience and Integrity, how to work this new power coursing through her veins. _

**Perseverance**_. _

_The Doctor threw Sans to the floor, roughly, ignoring the bright blue tears tracking down his face, and snapped, "Now _attack_."_

_The hybrid raised her right hand and made a slashing motion. Immediately, several dozen razor-sharp, dark purple feathers shot down the six threads of magic crisscrossing through the room. Only one actually hit Papyrus, as she avoided sending them at him. _

_"Turn it off and do it again."_

_The purple light faded momentarily, then lit back up as she sent more threads of magic in a different pattern. More feathers flew at her little brother. _

_"Again."_

_Repeat. Threads, feathers. _

_"Again."_

_Repeat. Threads, feathers. _

_"Again!" _

_Repeat. Threads, feathers._

_This went on for six more cycles, until Frisk was too drained to continue and simply sank to her knees. _

_Only then did the Doctor deign to glance down and check on Sans, who was still crying and clutching at his 'bleeding' arm. The Doctor snatched him up by the other wrist and dragged him to the table. Frisk ran up to the window so she could see, as the Doctor impassively wrapped Sans's radius in a long, clean bandage that was quickly stained red with marrow. _

_"Return to your cell." He ordered, and Sans scampered off. _

_"Subject F-3. You disappointed me today." The Doctor growled, turning to face the observation window. "When I tell you to do something, I have no desire to hear excuses or 'I can't's. I expect _compliance_. Understood?"_

_Frisk hung her head, wings drooping. "Y-yes, s-sir."_

_"Take Subject 2-P and return to your cell. You will not be eating tonight." He opened the training room's door._

_The child snatched her baby brother and practically ran to their cell, ducking into the door, which locked behind her automatically, and curling into a miserable ball in the corner. _

_She felt like _scum_. _
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_**BONUS STUFF: Ten-year-Timeskip, featuring Narrator Chara!:**_

**So. You've seen the Counting Stars kids as adorable kidlets, right? Well, for chapter five's Bonus Stuff, I... Ghost Bro? Who came up with this stupid nickname?... Right, I, Chara, have been Authorized to give you a sneak peek at the FUTURE! *Dramatic Music Cue* This is a typical Tuesday morning for our favorite boneheads in about a decade. And Featherbutt. Can't forget Featherbutt. Ready? You'd better be. Complaints go in the dropbox over there. The deadline for complaints was yesterday.**

**The Underground's artificial daylight streamed in through the large window, hitting the sleeping teenager within the house smack in the face. **

**Frisk threw a pillow at the window without so much as opening her eyes. This, of course, did nothing to deter the magical psudeo-sunlight from shining merrily into her eyelids. With a groan of defeat, she sat up, stretching. **

**Her bedroom door slammed open barely a second later. "GOOD MORNING, SISTER! I HAVE MADE BREAKFAST SPAGHETTI! WOULD YOU LIKE SOME?" Papyrus, as annoying as ever, burst into the room. **

**Featherbutt shot a sleepy grin at her little brother. Papyrus had grown like a weed over the years, eventually outstripping even Goat Mom and Hot Dad. Today, he lacked his usual armor, which he called his 'Battle Body', and was wearing orange pants, his old red scarf, and Frisk's absolute favorite tee, one that was part of a set of three.**

**Featherbutt thought he was adorable, as per usual. **

**"Sure thing, Paps." Featherbutt yawned. "Just gimmie like twenty seconds to chug down a soda and get some clothes on, yeah?"**

**Papyrus rolled his pupils around in his eye sockets. "FRISK, YOU WILL ROT YOUR TEETH OUT WITH ALL THAT SODA YOU DRINK!"**

**The teenager laughed, climbing out of the mountain of blankets and clothes arranged in a vague nest-like shape on her bed. She was completely unconcerned about her attire - or rather lack thereof, seeing as she was only wearing underwear at the moment. She'd shared a bedroom with her brothers for a decade, in fact she often still woke up to find they'd all three ended up in the same bed more nights than they woke up alone, even now that they all had their own rooms. And before that, there had been no privacy in the lab. She simply didn't care, though her lack of modesty had caused a few... Incidents, growing up. They were hilarious. Like the time she spilled mustard on her shirt while she and Sans were in Grillby's and just shucked it off right there in front of the customers. I was laughing so hard, if I had a body of my own I'd've cracked a damn rib. **

**'I'm sure I'll be fine, Paps. You're such a mother hen sometimes, bro.' She cooed over the bond. She started rooting around in the dirty clothes spread over the floor. 'Have you seen my bra?'**

**Papyrus put his chin in his hand. "I BELIEVE I LAST SAW IT IN THE KITCHEN."**

**/Yeah, he saw it in the kitchen./ I chimed in. Usually I was content to observe, but Frisk tended to get irritated when she couldn't find things, and I gotta deal with her emotions, my emotions, and Bonehead 1 and Bonehead 2's emotions, so it was better to nip it in the bud. **

**Frisk threw her hands in the air. "Sans was probably using it as a slingshot _again_."**

**/Well he _is_ an asshole./ And I wasn't one to pass up a chance to call Bonehead 1 an asshole. **

**"LANGUAGE!"**

**/Papyrus. I am literally inside Frisk's tiny little brain. There's no need to shout! I can hear you just _fine_!/ I complained. **

**Ignoring me, Featherbutt sighed and simply threw on a tee from the mound on her bed, her part of the three-shirt set Papyrus was wearing. She grabbed one of the skirts off the floor and slipped it on, snagging a pair of worn-out jeans and tossing it over her shoulder. **

**"YOU KNOW, FRISK, YOU REALLY SHOULD CLEAN YOUR ROOM."**

**"Uh-huh, Paps, I'll clean my room the same day Sans picks up his sock."**

**Papyrus made an inarticulate sound of rage, as he always did when The Sock was brought up. Frisk snickered under her breath, sliding her glove over her Handplate and skipping past him onto the landing. She hopped over the railing and landed on the couch beside Toby with a thump, causing the little white dog to cartwheel into the air in a display that really didn't follow the laws of physics. He landed on top of the TV, barking madly. This also didn't follow the laws of physics, but if I spent too much time thinking about the Annoying Dog, my consciousness started to hurt, and without hands or a head I couldn't rub my temples to stave off the metaphorical headache. **

**Frisk just entered the kitchen, located her missing article of clothing, and put it on under her shirt. She made up a plate of spaghetti, poking at it curiously with a fork. **

**It _growled_ at her.**

**She shrieked and threw the plate at the wall. It gave a surprisingly musical crash as it shattered, spaghetti sauce dripping down the wall. **

**"FRISK?! WHAT WAS THAT?!" Papyrus yelled from upstairs. **

**'Paps, your cookimg growled at me!'**

**'so...' Sans's mental voice chimed in from where he was probably still curled in bed, lazy boneheaded asshole he was, 'Paps's breakfast spaghetti is an _impasta_, then?'**

**"SAAAAAANS!" Papyrus yelled, shaking the whole house.**

**'SAAAAAAAAANS!' Frisk yelled over their link, making all three of them wince and me cringe to the back of her mind. **

**'heh. you guys are all _laughtose_ intolerant, huh? my puns are too _cheesy_ for you.'**

**/_SANS YOU MOTHERFUCKER I AM GOING TO RIP YOUR RIBS OFF YOUR SPINE AND SHOVE THEM UP YOUR PELVIS_!/ I screamed, actively attempting to travel across the bond to Sans's mind purely so I could strangle his mental avatar. **

**Yup. This here is a typical Tuesday.**

**And to be honest? I don't think I'd want it any other way. (Though less puns would be appreciated.)**
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Remember to submit your questions, Ladies and Gentlemen! And various agender people.

Rules:

1. Keep in mind that whatever events that are caused by Ask the Cast will be non-canon. I.e. Asking Goat Mom to punch Evil Dad in the face will likely result in a humerus scene where Toriel breaks into Gaster's lab, runs up to him, clocks him in the nose, and runs out, but that will not have happened in-story.

2. Questions that may bring spoilers into play may or may not be answered, depending on the severity of the spoiler in question.

3. Keep it PG, there are youngin's heeeeere.

4. Make sure you specify who the question is for.

Characters you can ask as of now:

Evil Dad (Dr. Gaster)

Ghost Mom (Roslyn's Ghost)

Big Bro (Sans)

Featherbutt (Frisk)

Ghost Bro/He Who Is Trapped In Frisk's Head (Chara)

Cinnabun (Papyrus)

Goat Mom (Toriel)

Hot Dad/He Who Is Still Not In The Story Yet Despite Being Planned To Be In Chapter 2 (Grillby)


	6. How To Save A Life

Wow, I got a much better response to my request for questions last chapter than chapter 4.

Don't forget, asks are still open!

Stuff is still owned by the people who own it.

~! #$%^&*()_+

Doctor Wingdings Gaster grasped an old rag, wiping oil off of his hands, taking care to get inside the holes in his palms. He'd spent the last couple days trying to repair some of his equipment. Part of him wanted to simply snatch up a flashlight and run through Hotland and Waterfall searching for his escaped projects, but that was a bad idea. Not only was it incredibly inefficient, but any old monster walking by could see him, and as he's a fairly well-known figure, questions would asked. Questions he could ill-afford to answer. So he had to rely on technology, both for the speed at which he could find them and the stealth.

Considering all of his equipment had somehow spontaneously failed the night they had escaped, that was a problem. He knew they had to have had some level of help, and he'd put together the pieces enough that he'd realized his camera issues over the last couple of months – Since mid-October – were probably intentional. Whoever was helping the trio seemed to be extremely skilled with technology, enough so that he hadn't been able to tell the difference between a shut-down and a broken camera. Not to mention the simultaneous destruction of everything even vaguely electric in his lab.

Standing and stepping away from the machine, he started to fire it up. If it worked, he could use it to locate the tracking chips in the experiments' handplates. He pulled the lever, hoping he'd not missed any wiring.

The machine started to boot, the monitor lighting up. He grinned, but before he could congratulate himself, things went wrong. It made a loud grinding sound, sparking and starting to let smoke out of the heating vents.

Gaster backed away, swearing, and it exploded.

Loudly.

Thank the stars he had this section of the lab soundproofed.

That machine would take weeks to recreate, however, and then he'd still have to get one of the normal computers working again to get a backup of the codes to the tracking chips.

Fuck. Suddenly tromping through the underbrush with a flashlight was looking much more appealing.

He shook his head, trying to clear it. He had to find them, he absolutely _had_ to.

And to do that, he needed to get that machine working.

_Better get started_, Gaster thought, taking a swig of coffee.

~! #$%^&*()_+

"**I lost them**!" An oddly-dual-sounding voice echoed through one of the hidden rooms of Waterfall. "**As if things weren't bad enough**!"

The voice's owner, a small golden flower with a face, used one of his leaves to chuck a fist-sized rock into a deep puddle. "**This **_**sucks**__**ass**_!" He shouted.

"**First I get my brother and I **_**killed**_** because of my asinine plan to break the motherfucking barrier, then**** I can't even have a fucking peaceful death because the psychoskel decided to **_**experiment **_**on the flowers Mom spread my dust over, and turned me into a numb, unfeeling freak, because that's a thing normal, well-adjusted people do, they just inject random shit into people's fucking **_**corpses**_! **Just to see what will happen! Insane bitch-ass scientists with delusions of grandeur...**"

He threw another, much larger rock, relishing the noise it made as it splashed into the puddle. "**Then I finally get my fucking emotions back because that crazy little girl decided to **_**share **_**her**_** soul **_**with a flower that tried to fucking **_**kill**_** her! And now I feel like the world's shittiest person because even after she tore out half of her own damned soul and gave it to me like some twisted birthday present, I still dragged the little brat to the psychoskel! And I don't have anyone to rant at besides the fucking rain and the rocks and my own fucking reflection**!"

He let out a wordless yell of frustration. Even though it had been almost a year, he still remembered the day the girl had fallen into the Underground.

How could he not?

_He was so _bored_. Everything was bland and uninteresting, even when he changed time around and watched the dozens of different outcomes that the slightest changes could cause, even when he stole and killed and tortured in a desperate attempt to feel something, anything, besides the incredible numbness that permeated his being._

_That fucking scientist had _ruined _him. He could still remember being loved, being loving, but try as he might, he couldn't recreate the feeling. Even thinking about his best friend, his snarky, fearless brother who trusted him enough to _kill_ himself to make his foolish plan work._

_He knew, _knew_ that the memories of losing Chara should _hurt_, should feel like a lance through his petals, shjould make him want to curl into a corner and bawl like the Crybaby Chara had always pegged him as._

_But he felt nothing, nothing but an undefinable sense of deep-seated _wrongness_._

_It wasn't fair._

_He settled down into a patch of underground grass in the very back of the Ruins. Maybe a nap was in order._

_Suddenly, he heard a soft sniffling sound, a child's thick crying. His petals perked. Looks like some entertainment had arrived!_

_The flower put on a smile and examined the little human that was walking up. Maybe four or five, the kid was, unexpectedly, nearly a dead ringer for Chara at the same age. Her hair was maybe a bit straighter, her eyes the wrong color, her skin a bit paler, but she was the same build, had the same facial structure, the same dark brown hair..._

_The same red soul._

_She could've easily passed for Chara when he was younger. A little makeup, a pair of contacts, and even he wouldn't have been able to tell them apart._

_Not that it mattered._

_She also looked pretty beat up, there were a bunch of cuts on her hands and arms, bruises peppering her body, and a long scratch on her face. Presumably, these came from her fall through the Hole Into the Ruins._

"_**Howdy!**" He said to her, false cheer and sweetness lacing his voice. "**I'm Flowey! Flowey the Flower!**"_

_She looked rather bemused. _

"_**I'm guessing this is your first time in the Underground?**" He waited until she nodded before he continued. "**Well, then, I guess it's up to little old me to explain how things work around here!**" Flowey pulled her soul into a Fight, grinning._

"_**This here is your Soul. The very culmination of your being! It contains all your precious little feelings, all your emotions and hopes and dreams. Everything you are in this tiny red heart.**"_

_She looked absolutely _fascinated_. It was kind of cute._

"_**See, right now it's not very strong. You're only at LOVE one! And the higher your LOVE, the stronger you are!**"_

"_That makes sense, I guess." She said quietly, speaking for the first time. Her voice was oddly deep for such a young girl. She sounded more like a young adult than a little girl. "About as much sense as a talking flower." She added, a slight drawl entering her voice._

_Even her freaking _voice_ reminded him of Chara._

"_**You want some LOVE, don't you?**"_

_She shrugged._

_He felt his 'face' morph into a large, slightly disfigured grin. "**Here in the underground, we share LOVE using these nice **_**Friendliness Pellets!**_**" **He set up a ring of bullets, making them surround the pair."**Move around, get as many as you can!**"_

_The little human walked over to one, her soul shining brightly, and touched one of the bullets._

_Immediately, she jerked her hand back with a yelp of pain as her HP lost a couple points. "Ouchies!" She turned to look at him with big, pathetic eyes. "You didn't say it would hurt, Flowey!"_

_He twitched, his expression growing more deranged. "**Wow, you really are an **_**idiot**_**.**" _

_She frowned at him. _

"_**In this world, little one, it's KILL OR BE KILLE**__**D.**" He smirked. "**D I E."**_

_She stood, terrified, as the ring of bullets began shrinking, more appearing in the air and starting to slowly move towards her. Was she actually shaking? How pathetic!_

"_Y-you're w-wrong!" The girl whined. "People can be nice, people can love each other!"_

_He growled and flung the bullets at her, watching in something that wasn't quite a real feeling of satisfaction, but was as close as he could get as she cried out in pain, covering her face with her arms as the bullets added to her injuries and fresh blood spilled from her cuts._

"_W-why are you so m-mean?"_

_Why wasn't she dead!? Her HP should be zero by now, she'd been hit more times than she had Hit Points for stars' sake! And why would she ask such a stupid question?_

_It didn't _matter_! He fired more bullets, but though her body suffered from the blows, her HP remained resolutely at one. Her eyes shone, and the expression on her face, so similar to his brother's was one he'd seen many times before._

_So, the little girl was Determined to know?_

_Fine. He'd answer._

"_**Because I got dealt a shit hand in life, kid. I don't have a Soul anymore, I can't feel, **_**I. Do. Not. CARE!**_"_

"_... You don't have a soul? But you just told me that you need one to feel!"_

_He shrieked out a laugh. "**Now you get it, you little bitch!**"_

"_Th-that's _awful_!"_

_Huh?_

_He watched the little human reach for her soul."**Kid? What are you doing?**" _

_She grit her teeth. If she'd looked determined before, now the little idiot looked twice so._

_He stared as she started _tearing bits of her soul off_. "**WHAT THE HELL, KID!?**"_

_The human was crying in pain, making miserable little noises, but she didn't stop. After a moment, the mangled remains of the part still attached to her body faded, and she held out the part she'd removed, as if presenting a precious treasure. She had a sweet little smile on her face._

_Before Flowey had a chance to react beyond genuine shock, she suddenly collapsed, pitching forward like a marionette with cut strings._

_The torn section of her soul brushed one of his petals, and his body absorbed it against his will._

_Suddenly, an amazing rush of swirling colors and thoughts and glorious, amazing _feelings_ shot through him, and he gasped._

_At the forefront of the emotional bomb, though, were guilt, regret, fear, and disbelief._

_This little human moron had been so fucking unselfish that she literally gave him part of the culmination of her very being just because he said he didn't have one, and he tried to kill her! Wasn't he just an absolute piece of shit? And now she was lying there dying..._

_What could he do!? He couldn't just leave her there! Her Soul wouldn't last long, and it would take a fucking miracle to keep her alive..._

_A miracle, or the intervention of somebody who had a history of bringing life to to things that shouldn't be alive._

_It wasn't the best plan, but he didn't have time to waste coming up with another idea._

And so, Flowey had brought the girl to Gaster's lab. He'd used some well-placed vines to disrupt the camera feed long enough for him to get her into the lab, and then he hid and prayed Gaster would be able to fix the girl.

Unfortunately, once she was out of critical danger, the skeleton had started searching for the way she'd ended up in the lab, and Flowey had had to flee, lest he be discovered, and end up back on the dissection table. He'd already escaped this hellhole once, after all. Twice might have been a bit much to ask for.

He'd spent a while trying to figure out how to get the girl out of the lab before the Doctor did anything too horrible to her, but then a major setback happened – he completely lost his ability to Reset. He had no idea what had happened. Chara had passed him the ability just before their deaths, and it shouldn't have vanished. It should've been impossible to disrupt. But suddenly it was just _gone_.

So he'd had to make his plan absolutely perfect, because there would be no do-overs for him.

He'd led the little tech-genius with the big heart on a trail of bread crumbs that would eventually lead her to Gaster's Scary Batcave of Science. He had hoped that would be enough. After a few months, he'd started trying to come up with another solution, because it had seemed like there was no progress, but then he saw her, the human girl, and two little skeleton children fleeing Hotland like the devil was on their tails and he felt more relieved than ever before.

He hadn't wanted to show himself, reasoning that she would probably be afraid of him – he _had_ tried to kill her, after all – so he followed them at a distance. He watched as she got incredibly sick and than he'd made the decision to go nick some medicine for them to find. But when he came back, they had literally vanished.

He'd failed her. Just like he'd failed Chara.

"**Stupid, I'm so fucking **_**stupid**_**...**"
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AN: This chapter's a little different, in that the kids are nowhere to be seen. Instead, we spend a bit of time with Evil Dad and Petalface, and learn just how Frisk ended up in the lab! How many of you were expecting Flowey?

Speaking of Petalface, Flowey is now available for Asks! Don't forget to submit your questions!

Rules:

1. Keep in mind that whatever events that are caused by Ask the Cast will be non-canon. I.e. Asking Goat Mom to punch Evil Dad in the face will likely result in a humerus scene where Toriel breaks into Gaster's lab, runs up to him, clocks him in the nose, and runs out, but that will not have happened in-story.

2. Questions that may bring spoilers into play may or may not be answered, depending on the severity of the spoiler in question.

3. Keep it PG, there are youngin's heeeeere.

4. Make sure you specify who the question is for.

Characters you can ask as of now:

Evil Dad (Dr. Gaster)

Ghost Mom (Roslyn's Ghost)

Big Bro (Sans)

Featherbutt (Frisk)

Ghost Bro/He Who Is Trapped In Frisk's Head (Chara)

Cinnabun (Papyrus)

Goat Mom (Toriel)

Hot Dad/He Who Is Still Not In The Story Yet Despite Being Planned To Be In Chapter 2 (Grillby)

Petalface (Flowey)


	7. Maybe

I really should go back and clean up the last chapter. There were a lot more errors than usual... Oh well, I'll do it laaaaater.

In other news, I also wrote my first thing for Underswap. It's called Doing The Impossible, and it's a oneshot.
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Frisk sat on the edge of the bathtub, wings half extended and tilted around to the front. Her fingers danced over them in practiced motions as she preened, realigning the damp feathers and making certain Sans had gotten them clean when he'd washed them for her. She whistled softly as she worked, the tune of the song that played when Sans was in a Fight flowing easily from her pursed lips. He could hear her mentally counting, the rhythm of the numbers matching the song. It was a soothing, familiar set of sounds and actions that put Sans at ease after their small disagreement during their bath.

He had _no_ idea how long they'd been in the bathtub. The water had cooled to the point of discomfort, and was nearly black with filth by the time they'd climbed out and dried off, but they were cleaner than they'd been in ages, the boys' bones sparkling white and Frisk's feathers gleaming in the light.

Sans was digging through the clothes Toriel had said would fit Papyrus, trying to find something the toddler would like. It wasn't easy. Sans was steering clear of anything too restrictive when it came to movement, and anything green.

Papyrus suddenly made excited noises, and snatched at a bit of orange. Sans pulled it out of the pile. He was surprised to discover it seemed to be a soft, warm, one-piece-for-your-entire-body thing. It even looked like it would allow Pap to shift forms and keep it on.

"THIS! WANT SANS!"

He chuckled. It seemed alright... "sure thing, paps. let's see if big bro can figure out how to get you into this, huh?"
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Frisk gave her wings a final shake to get any remaining water droplets off and folded them, sighing softly in pleasure as they pressed into her back and spine. She hadn't felt this good in _ages_.

The hybrid hopped down from the side of the bathtub, changing from whistling to singing, just a bit louder than she'd been whistling.

"_Daylight, starlight, darkness falls. Hold me close, through it all..._"

The words came unbidden, the beat of the slow song pulsing in time with her soul. The lyrics didn't matter. She made them up as she went along, for once enjoying her voice as the lilting notes echoed off the shining walls and Sans stopped examining the little orange outfit he was trying to figure out how to stuff their little bro into to shoot her a genuine smile. Her voice, now more trilling and singsong than in her damaged memories, was suited more for song than the spoken word. It still didn't feel right, but when she sang it at least felt like the voice was hers, and not some stranger puppeting her throat.

"_Feel the magic everywhere, and if you're scared, I'll be there..._"

She padded over to the sink and began digging through the clothes Toriel left her.

"_Day will come, bright and true, and I will still be beside you._"

She selected a tee-shirt, a pretty light blue with two thin purple stripes, and a pair of matching shorts. She slipped the shorts on, smiling when they fit perfectly, then frowned at the shirt.

"something wrong, sis?"

"How am I supposed to let my wings out?"

"huh. didn't think of that..."

"... Maybe we should ask Miss Toriel for help... I mean, you've spent like the last five minutes trying to figure out how to get Papyrus into that orange thing, and now this..."

She could feel Sans's fear. It was raw and feral, and she stepped over to hug him. He leaned into the embrace, Papyrus still in his arms and thus trapped between the two. He started to squirm, but was mostly ignored.

'I'm still not too sure about this, either, Sans... But I want to try. I want to believe that there are good people in the world, that there's hope for everyone ... I want to believe that anyone can be a good person, if they just try.'

"... even the doctor?"

"Even the Doctor." Frisk said firmly, aloud.

"you're an idiot, sis."

"I know. But I'm a _determined_ idiot. Now can we ask Moss Toriel for help or not?"

"... i suppose..."

Frisk nodded and padded out into the hallway in nothing but the underwear and shorts she'd picked out, and holding the shirt. In the hall, she gasped as a sweet, amazing, _incredible_ scent washed over her, the warm air providing a perfect balance. It smelled so good. Frisk's stomach rumbled loudly and she forgot about everything else for just a moment, and when she regained her wits it was to find that she'd followed her nose into another clean, shiny room with a tiled floor. Toriel was bent over, humming as she removed something from a big metal box that radiated warmth.

The smell was _intoxicating_. Frisk shivered, wings half-extending. She'd learned to block out her hunger in the lab, and that had allowed her to keep going without thinking about how empty her stomach was, but this smell was making it impossible to think straight. Her stomach growled again. It was so loud Sans could probably hear it in the bathroom.

Toriel set the thing on the counter and turned to look at her, taking in her state of undress and the shirt in her hands. "Hello, Frisk. Did you need help with your shirt?"

"Um..." As much as she told Sans she believed in Toriel, standing face-to-face with the giant fluffy lady was still nerve-wracking. Toriel had to be at least twice her size, maybe even three times. And fluffy or not, there was something intimidating about her. "W-well... I-I was wondering ab-bout my w-wings, Miss T-Toriel? I-if I wear the sh-shirt..." She shrugged helplessly, said appendages twitching, folding in and extending in time with her words.

Toriel's eyes lit up in understanding. "I see! Well, we shall have to fix that. Go ahead and put the shirt on, so we can be sure it fits, okay?"

Frisk nodded slowly and pulled the shirt on. The monster woman turned and reached for a high cabinet, removing a large pair of scissors.

Frisk squeaked and backed away, eyes locked on the blades. Her breath sped up and she whined softly. Suddenly, there were straps around her limbs, her waist, her neck. It was hard to breathe, _she couldn't breathe_! The Doctor stood over her, shining scissors in one boney hand, a scalpel in the other. _Pain. Fear._ The sight of her soul, floating above her chest. Blood and dust, clotting and mixing as her body tried to decide what it was made of. Her pleas for Mercy and screams of pain falling on careless ears, until he got tired of hearing them and gagged her.

Something soft and warm on her shoulder. A soothing pair of warm arms around her, not so tight she felt trapped, but enough that she felt secure.

A soft voice, murmuring promises of safety and warmth.

Slowly, Frisk came back to awareness.

Toriel had set the scissors down, had come and knelt beside Frisk and placed a hand on her shoulder, then pulled the little hybrid into her big, fluffy lap.

"Shhh..." She soothed. "I am simply going to cut some slits in the back of your shirt. You won't even have to have it on. I promise, my child, _I_ _will not hurt you. You are safe here_."

Frisk took a deep breath. Toriel was _not_ the doctor. Frisk was _not_ at the lab. She believed Toriel was a good person. She _had_ to believe.

She was _safe_.

Right?

She could feel Sans and Papyrus nearby. No doubt her elder brother had felt her panic attack and rushed over, eye blazing and ready to fight. Now he stood awkwardly in the doorway to the kitchen, holding Papyrus and watching Toriel comfort her with untrusting eye sockets.

Frisk couldn't find it in herself to care. She was hungry, and so, so tired. She just wanted to fill her belly and curl up with her brothers and _sleep_.

The goat monster glanced up at Sans and opened her arms a little wider, silently offering the males a place in the hug. The skeleton stared for a moment before slowly moving to join Frisk in her arms.

1234567890

"**Okay, okay. It shouldn't be that hard to find her**." Flowey muttered to himself. "**I just have to search the whole Underground! It's not that big, it shouldn't be hard...**"

Though, for a little flower with a time crunch, it was definitely a daunting task.

"**I-I'll start at the capital and head towards the Ruins. I won't miss a single room!**" Flowey's petals trembled. "**I'll find her, and those skeletons, and I, I'll even apologize! And I can keep her safe. I **_**will**_**!**" He stared at his reflection in the water. "**You- you'll see! I won't fail her, not this time.**"

There was a dim pulse of magic, and he allowed himself to get a good look at his half-a-soul. The sight of it was soothing to his frayed nerves.

It really was impressive, how it could stay together when it was five or six little bits, none of which actually touched. It was like a partly-done puzzle, with some of the edges and a chunk or two on the inside put together, arranged so that the pieces were in their proper places. The result was several free-floating chunks of bright red magic, somehow staying close despite nothing holding them in place.

It wouldn't have sustained a normal person's life, human or monster. Anyone with a soul this damaged was basically already dead, they just didn't know it yet.

But Flowey didn't _need_ a soul to survive. He'd lived for years without one. What he needed a soul for was to _feel_. And the part of her soul that the human girl had given to him was more than enough to make him able to experience joy, and love, and sorrow, and guilt, and anger, along with many, many other emotions. _All_ of them!

She had given him everything.

He would protect her with everything he had, everything he was.

He just had to find her first.

He dove into the ground, tunneling through the dirt at high speed. The little flower popped back out in the soft dirt at the castle gardens, glancing back and forth before sighing.

_Buttercups_.

Along with Chara's favorite golden flowers, the King's garden was full of buttercups.

Buttercups... The cornerstone of the plan that got he and Chara both killed.

_"So, if you take the right amount of these, Doctor Gaster says it'll put you into a kind of 'waking death'." _

_"Like in Romeo and Juliet?"_

_"Yeah, and if you're in that state, I should be able to absorb your soul. But your body would still be alive! And then, if I took it with, I can put your soul back in your body once we're on the other side! And then we can find some humans that are already dead or dying and take their souls back to the barrier and break it! It's perfect. Nobody is hurt, monsters are free, and humans will see that we can work together!"_

_A tinkling laugh. "It sounds like the perfect plan, Asriel."_

Flowey shook his bloom sadly. "**It was anything but.**"

Freaking _buttercups_.

In hindsight, it had been a stupid thing to do. They should have resouled Chara's body the moment they stepped over the threshold of the barrier. But he had loved the feelings fusing Chara's soul and his own had brought. They'd been closer than ever before in that moment, when he could feel all the love his brother had for him, and vice versa.

The humans, in their defense, had reacted entirely reasonably. Flowey had no doubt that, if a human appeared in a monster village with a pile of dust in their arms and a serene look on their face, the monsters would make the same assumptions, and would react the same way. All the humans in Chara's old village could see was a child, dead, cradled in the arms of a huge monster with a big dopey grin on his face. They had had no way of knowing that the body wasn't technically dead, that his grin wasn't insanity but rather love. They just saw what it seemed to be and reacted accordingly.

He couldn't blame them.

He couldn't blame Chara.

He could only blame himself... and the buttercups.
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Asks are still open!

Rules:

1. Keep in mind that whatever events that are caused by Ask the Cast will be non-canon. I.e. Asking Goat Mom to punch Evil Dad in the face will likely result in a humerus scene where Toriel breaks into Gaster's lab, runs up to him, clocks him in the nose, and runs out, but that will not have happened in-story.

2. Questions that may bring spoilers into play may or may not be answered, depending on the severity of the spoiler in question.

3. Keep it PG, there are youngin's heeeeere.

4. Make sure you specify who the question is for.

Characters you can ask as of now:

Evil Dad (Dr. Gaster)

Ghost Mom (Roslyn's Ghost)

Big Bro (Sans)

Featherbutt (Frisk)

Ghost Bro/He Who Is Trapped In Frisk's Head (Chara)

Cinnabun (Papyrus)

Goat Mom (Toriel)

Hot Dad/He Who Is Still Not In The Story Yet Despite Being Planned To Be In Chapter 2 (Grillby)

Petalface (Flowey)

And, if you're interested, don't forget to check out Doing the Impossible.


End file.
